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“FORD NECESSITY” 
The Ford Steering Control 


attaches to spokes of the steering wheel, forming a cushion friction bearing about the 
bell shaped gear case. Youcan attach same in one minute’s time. No holes to bore, no 
parts to remove. ’ 
With the Steering Control you can derive the same pleasure and safety in driving 
a Ford as you experience in the highest priced cars. 
What the people say the Ford Steering Control will do : 
-—Relieves the strain from gripping steering wheel. 
.--— Lessens the danger of the car swerving one way or the other, preventing accidents. 
~ Saves gasoline as the car travels in straighter line. 
.—Saves your tires,as it reduces the quiver which reduces friction on tires of front wheels. 
-— Reduces the rattle and shake fifty per cent, saving repairs. 
Black Enamel Ford Steering Contro! $2.50. Nickel Plated $3.00 
All charges prepaid to your address. 
“RE-FLECT-A-LITE AUTO LENS” 

Give good light with none of the glare. Comply with the dimmer laws every- 
where. ‘This means protection for the driver. Prevents accidents. Throws light 
through dust. Throws light through fog. Adds ten per cent to the looks of your car. 
Can furnish the Re-Flect-A-Lite Lens in all sizes. Send name and style of your car. 
Ford size, pr. $1.50. Larger sizes, pr. $1.65. Address all communication or orders to, 

EaGLe SALes Company, CHANUTE, KANSAS or 
EAGLE SaLes Company, STANBERRY, MIssourRt. 
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“The Seeds That Yield 
Are Sold by Field” 
First class tested farm and garden seeds, also choicest 
varieties of flower seeds and bulbs. 
Prompt service and square deals. 


“I have been getting my seeds from you for two years... 
I have such good luck with your seeds, I don’t buy any place 
else. — Indiana Customer.” 


Henry Field Seed Co., 


Shenandoah, Iowa. 








Artistic Pictures — Prayer-book size. 


Reproductions of charming pictures, in photo tone, on fine qual- 
ity paper. An assortment of 1o subjects; with prayers on one side. 


Price per pack of 40 $0.30; Larger size per pack of 25 $0.30 
Address: “Tabernacle and Purgatory,” Clyde, Mo. 
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Lead by his mother, Elizabeth, little John offers a bunch of grapes as an aét of homage 
to the Child Jesus. His gift is symbolical of the holy rosary, for as many grapes make a 
bunch of this pleasing and precious fruit, so the rosary, composed of many ‘‘Aves”’ is doubtless 
the mo& beautiful and favorite devotion of the Catholic people. 
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A periodical devoted to the honor of the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation 
of the Poor Souls. Issued eight times a year. Price 50 cts; Canada 60 ¢ts. 
Published with the approbation of Rt. Rev. M. F. Burke, D. D. 
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Fifth Discourse of Rev. Father Mateo, Apostle of the 
Enthronement of the Sacred Heart in Families. 





a . HE enthronement of the Sacred Heart in the family 
GS is a divine work, not mine; it is the work of the 
KN S Sacred Heart of Jesus. Three hundred years 
ago our Lord requested Blessed Margaret Mary 
to spread His kingdom and cause the family to 
be sanctified. Just consider, if this were my 
work, how could the dead arise, arise to the life of grace and 
love of God? For there are souls that can more justly be called 
dead, than lifeless bodies — and such arise again, full of vigor 
and life when the Lord speaks. I will prove it to you. 

Doctors and orators give eloquent lectures and the stones 
remain stones. Jesus speaks a word only — the hardest hearts 
melt with divine love! Yes, this is effected by the word of Jesus! 
I am merely the echo of the divine voice of Paray-le-Monial; only 
a little traveling agent of the Heart of Jesus... Jesus performs 
the miracles, He effects the conversions, He touches the hearts. 

This work is like the manna that is relished by everybody, 
and suffices for the needs of large and small...And what do 
we stand more in need of than love, the love of our God? I 
said I would tell you of cures effected by the Heart of Jesus. 
These cures, of course, pertain to souls. 

In a certain Catholic family preparations were being made 
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for the enthronement. “But, oh, how sad it is,” sighed the 
father — “we might now all be so happy today, united in the 
Heart of Jesus, if my prodigal son had followed the summons! 
Father, my eldest son is not here. How his absence grieves us!” 

“My dear sir, have confidence, let us offer the enthronement 
to the Sacred Heart for the soul of your son. When Jesus has 
become the King of your family, He will reign therein supreme. 
You shall see.” 

The family wept and prayed and frequently renewed the 
act of consecration, especially on the first Friday of each month. 
Three years passed. One day the father of this family called 
on me in deep distress. “O Father,” he said, “my son is dying 
in a dingy tenement house, abandoned by everybody. As soon 
as I learned of his wretched condition I hastened to him. You 
understand, even though he has brought much disgrace upon me 
and has done wrong, he is, nevertheless, my son. I found him 
Stretched on the floor, cursing and uttering blasphemies in his 
delirium. Now, the prodigal son has returned to his father’s 
house, but in what a lamentable state! O my God! What will 
you do for the salvation of his unhappy soul?” 

“Dear friend, your family has been consecrated to the Divine 
Heart of Jesus, has it not? I shall be with you at four o’clock.” 


“He is Raving in His Delirium.” 


Later, as | neared the home, | heard the unfortunate man 
screaming while still outside. “Assemble all the inmates of the 
house,” were my first words on entering. All began to pray. 

“Place all your confidence in the Sacred Heart of Jesus. 
Oh, trust in the Sacred Heart!” The ceremony of the enthrone- 
ment was then renewed with the greatest possible fervor. 

“What do you intend to do now, Father?” they asked. 

“I wish to see the patient.” 

“That would be useless, even dangerous,” was the opinion 
of the physicians. “He does not even recognize his father. He 
is raving in his delirium, and two men can scarcely hold him in 
bed.” 

“Well,” I said to his father, “you come with me. We shall 
do what little we can, and Jesus will attend to the rest.” 

We entered the sick-room. Racked by violent fever, the 
young man thrust his fists right and left. 

“My friend!” I addressed him. “My friend! I have come in 
the name of the Sacred Heart of Jesus, the King of your family.” 
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Instantly the sufferer’s arms dropped on the bed; his fever left 
him immediately ...1 offered him my hand. 

“O Father!” he exclaimed, “from you I received my first 
Holy Communion ... and you are here, too, papa,” he continued 
fixing his gaze on his father. “O forgive me!” — and he kissed 
him. “Where is mama, where are my sisters? Why, I am at 
home; I know I am! Oh, I have caused you so much grief, I 
beg your pardon!” 

“And now Father,” he said, after this first outpouring of the 
heart, “please obtain my pardon from God. Will you hear my 
confession ?” 

Readily did I comply with his ardent desire :.. Oh, what a 
touching confession! What grief and devotion of my former 
firs communicant! How edifying was this his last Communion. 
How Christian-like his death. It was a miracle of the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus. — And what took place in that soul will happen to 
others as well. Do not doubt it. 


The Editor of an Atheistic Paper. 


Now I will relate to you one more occurrence, the resurrection 
of one who was dead. A zealous pastor had succeeded in gaining 
the whole village, family after family, for the enthronement of the 
Sacred Heart. He was overjoyed. The celebration had developed 
into a magnificent demonstration of faith, and was solemnized 
with all possible splendor. From home to home we walked in 
procession, accompanied by the whole village singing hymns. 

Eight days later, a stranger who had been ordered a change 
for the benefit of his health, came to this locality. He was the 
editor of an atheistic paper which the bishop had placed on the 
index, and had excommunicated him, the editor. It was Sunday. 
The pastor was preparing to make a general consecration in the 
church of all the families of the parish, as a special act of homage 
to seal and ratify each of the individual family consecrations. He 
requested me to make an announcement of it from the pulpit, and 
after that to implore our Lord, as a sign that He was pleased 
with this act of homage, to grant the grace of conversion to the 
newly-arrived strangers, the editor and his family. 

How to win the man was a matter which we carefully con- 
sidered. The pastor suggested that we pay him a visit of welcome 
as our new neighbor. Accordingly we went to the house. The 
lady herself, who was just going out, opened the door in answer 
to our ring. She was quite surprised to see us. 
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“What do you wish, gentlemen?” she inquired. We explained 
the object of our visit. The patient who was lying on the sofa 
nearby, hearing us speak, asked, “Who is it?” 

“Two gentlemen who wish to visit you.” 

“Let them come in.” 

We accepted the invitation. You can imagine the expression 
on his face...! The pastor began, “We heard of your arrival in 
our village and considered it a duty of courtesy to call and inquire 
about your health.” 

“It is very kind of you.” 

The pastor continued, “Permit me to present to you Rev. 
Mateo B... but please allow him to introduce himself, he has a 
foreign name, and I| am apt to give it a wrong pronunciation.” 

“Ah, sir, you are not from this part of the country?” 

“I beg your pardon,” I replied, “no, I have an English name. 
My father is an Englishman whom the Sacred Heart converted.” 

“Converted? converted? how was that? Please be seated, 
gentlemen.” 

“Yes, he was converted,” I replied. “One day my father saw 
things with the eyes of faith, He understood and loved things 
of which formerly he had no idea. He has become a zealous 
Catholic.” 

“That is strange. How did it come about?” 

“Oh, it was effected through the mercy of the Sacred Heart.” 

The patient became interested, and when we rose to leave 
after quarter of an hour, he detained us. 

“Please stay a little longer,” he pleaded. “There is something 
original about your person, your manner, your way of speaking, a 
something — I know not what — that interests me. Will you 
not remain a while longer?” 

Another quarter of an hour passed. He repeated his request, 
and we remained a full hour. The conversion was not yet 
accomplished, but when we left, he expressed a desire to see us 
again, saying, “It will please me very much.” 

I bade farewell to the pastor who was full of hope. Ten days 
later he telephoned to me from Valparaiso: “Our patient’s health 
is declining rapidly. I know from reliable sources that four 
physicians, all enemies of the Church, have been called to attend 
him. Come quickly!” 

I hastened to the place. The pastor and | went to the church 
to renew our promise of being apostles of the Sacred Heart of 
Jesus, then proceeded to the sick man’s house. This time it was 
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not so easy to obtain entrance. Had the family perhaps regretted 
that they had permitted our previous visit? I do not know; 
possibly they did, as it was only with difficulty that we succeeded 
in getting near the patient. 

As we approached the bed, the sick man raised up a little. 
His pallid features evinced that he was really a very sick man. 
The pastor at once left me with him alone. I stepped near the 
bed and pressed the sufferer’s hand. 

“My dear friend,” I said, “how sorry I am to see you feeling 
so much worse. You are suffering greatly!” 

“Oh, yes,” he replied, “I am very sick.” 

“When I say you are suffering, | mean to express more by 
these words than you surmise.” 

“How so?” he questioned. 

“I wish to say that your heart is suffering, too; more than 
your lungs!” 

“Oh, yes, | am in great distress!” 

“My dear friend,” I added, “does it not come from an empti- 
ness, an infinite emptiness ?” 

“What do you mean, Father? You are becoming mysterious.” 

“I mean to say that this emptiness results from the absence 
of divine love... Your heaven on earth is Jesus Christ, and — 
He is wanting to you.” The sick man’s countenance visibly 
expressed his confusion. 

“Father, you do not know to whom you are speaking!” 

“Oh, yes ” 

“Do you know that when my paper was placed on the index, I 
printed the next issue in red and contemptuously placed the 
bishop’s picture on the front page?” 

“Yes, I know it.” 

“But, do you know that I am excommunicated?” 

“Certainly !” 

“But I offended Jesus Christ, and fully realized what I was 
doing, for on the table on which I wrote my paper I had a crucifix 
and a catechism, — both of which I blasphemed!” 


“You Hated Him, but He Loves You.” 


“Yes, my dear friend, I know it all, and Jesus knows it too. 
True, you hated Him, but He loves you! He has sent me to you 
because He loves you.” 

“Oh, Father, how beautiful are your words! Oh, how beauti- 
ful! Speak further!” 
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“Jesus desires to submerge all your sins in the ocean of His 
mercy, and you have nothing else to do, but to rejoice with Him 
forever, with the good thief, with Magdalen and St. Paul... !” 
The patient gratefully kissed my hand. 

“What shall I do, Father? I wish to love Him!” 

“Make your confession, my son!” 

“Help me, Father, please help me!” 

He made his confession admirably, weeping first from con- 
trition, then from joy. “O Father, how happy I am!” 

In his table-drawer he kept a little bell. He opened the 
drawer, took out the bell and rang it. His wife came in haste. 

“Come, come, my child! I am the happiest man on earth! | 
have just gone to confession. Oh, do the same, promise me to 
become a fervent Catholic.” (The poor woman had not even 
been baptized.) The children were also called. 

“On your knees,,.children! You must promise me to love 
Jesus!” Then he asked their pardon for the bad example he had 
given them, and in touching words spoke to them about our 
Savior. You can imagine the general excitement. His wife and 
children were given in charge of the pastor to be instructed for 
baptism, while I prepared the sick man for Holy Communion. In 
presence of the whole family and his former friends whom he 
invited, he repaired the scandal he had given. “Father,” he 
asked, “may I now sing a song of love and gratitude with my 
children ?” 

They sang a hymn of thanksgiving which he himself had 
composed. Then, in a voice trembling with emotion, he consecrated 
himself to the King of love by whom he had been conquered 
against his will. Six months more he lived, devoting the time 
entirely to prayer and showing admirable resignation in his 
sufferings. As he had so earnestly desired, his home is today a 
center of devotion to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. 

When I was at Lourdes, a laborer approached me and asked, 
“Are you the Father who preached the kingdom of the Heart 
of Jesus?” 

“Yes,” I answered, “I am he.” 

“Oh, how happy I am to see you! I must tell you something. 
For twenty years | have offered up the holy hour for the inten- 
tion that the kingdom of the Heart of Jesus should be established 
in families.” 

So that poor man was the precursor of this work. He sowed 
the seed of prayer which brought forth a bountiful harvest, for 
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the sermons at Lourdes were crowned with glorious success. 
The simple man spoke of our blessed Lord in a most touching 
manner. He knew Him well, for he had been in the school of 
the Heart of Jesus, — in the school of divine love. 


SEI 


Why Enthrone the Sacred Heart in the Family? 





=| HE object of the enthronement of the Sacred Heart of 
y| Jesus in the family is to inspire an ardent devotion for 
the adorable Heart; to inflame us with love for the true, 
living Heart of Jesus in the most Blessed Sacrament. 
It should renew Christian principles and maxims in the family; it 
should bring God’s blessing, peace and joy upon the Christian 
home. Jesus should become the Master, the King, the loving 
Friend of the family. 

A fervent, living devotion to the Sacred Heart, — this should 
be effected by the enthronement in the family. For this purpose, 
a picture of the Divine Heart is given the place of honor in 
every home, to acknowledge the sacred and sovereign rights of 
Jesus Christ over the whole family and over each individual 
member. Before this picture, the prayers are said in common 
either by the father or the mother of the family; on Communion 
days, special reverence and affection are shown to the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus. The consecration of the family may be renewed 
every month; it is especially appropriate to do so on Communion 
days, or during the holy hour kept on the eve of first Fridays. 
In joys and in sorrows, in prosperity and in adversity, the family 
should take refuge to this fountain of grace and love: the Divine 
Heart of Jesus. When sad farewells are spoken, — for instance, 
when a son leaves for the army — or when a beloved one is | 
called away by death, then from the compassionate Heart must 
the grief-stricken souls draw comfort and consolation. Our hap- 
piness, too, as well as our trials, the merciful Heart would share. 
Christian families, hasten to the Sacred Heart with joy and 
gratitude when another child of heaven slumbers in the cradle; 
when consoling events gladden your home, or when God’s 
special blessing has been visibly manifested. 

In our present grave, momentous days, the Heart of Jesus is 
no longer satisfied with a short veneration, a hurried homage in 
the church on Sunday mornings. No, every day of the week the 
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Heart of Jesus desires to triumph over the human heart, to reign in 
mildness, love and affability, especially in the midst of the family. 
With tender impetuosity It demands the place due to It by love 
and right. Veneration of the Sacred Heart should be living, 
true and fervent, not a dead, cold or merely superficial devotion. 
Parents and children alike should be animated by the spirit of 
this love, carried away by the force of this love, so that all may 
attain to the love of Jesus Christ, the only source of salvation 
and blessing. 

To enkindle our fervor for this God-inspired practice let us 
consider our Lord’s unfailing promise to His servant, Blessed 
Margaret Mary: “I will give peace to families and bless every 
dwelling where a picture of My Heart shall be set up and honored.” 
By the words “set up” the enthronement of the picture is already 
expressed. 


Jesus is King and Desires to be Honored as King. 


Divine Providence gave to the world the devotion to the 
Sacred Heart of Jesus for this purpose: to fill mankind with love 
and peace. The sovereign Pontiffs have consecrated mankind 
and families to the Sacred Heart from whom alone peace and 
final salvation can come to us. Christ, the eternal truth, has 
promised: “My peace I give unto you, but not as the world 
giveth, do I give unto you” (John xiv. 27). 

For this reason, the word enthronement of the Sacred Heart, 
in families and in our own souls, has a special signification. It 
implies that Christian society should again acknowledge Jesus 
Christ, and in every circumstance honor Him again upon the 
throne. Again He should command and rule in the family, in 
the school, in the parish, in society. The social kingdom of Jesus 
Christ should once more be restored, as expressed so clearly by 
Leo XIII. in his heavenly message on the consecration of mankind 
to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. “Be Thou King!” he repeats, “be 
Thou King of the Catholics, be Thou King again of those who 
are separated from the Church, be Thou King of the unbaptized, 
be Thou King also in the states and restore to them once more 
order and peace. From pole to pole, may Christ be invoked as 
King, as the Savior of society, the Prince of peace. 

True, as our God and Redeemer, Christ is already the King of 
all mankind; yet man should co-operate and of his own free will 
acknowledge and ratify His dominion. For Him and under His 
banner, men should fight the good fight against His enemies, and 
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by their virtuous lives edify those outside the pale of holy Church. 

To every soul, to every Christian family, to every educated 
Catholic, goes forth the pleading cry of the Divine Heart of Jesus: 
Flock about My standard, enthrone Me in your hearts, in your 
homes, and gradually also in society, that everywhere peace may 
be reestablished among nations, in individual souls, among mem- 
bers of families, that all may work out their eternal salvation in 
tranquillity and peace. 

Only on the principle of divine justice, truth and charity can 
a lasting peace with God and man be established and maintained. 
This in reality, would be but the realization of the motto of Pius X.: 
the restoration of the kingdom of Jesus Christ. Then will the 
promises of the Sacred Heart of Jesus to St. Gertrude and to 
Blessed Margaret Mary be fulfilled; then will the purpose of the 
consecration of mankind by Leo XIII. to the Sacred Heart of Jesus 
be accomplished, for Jesus will reign upon the throne of love in 
the heart of man and among Christian nations. 


CSA 
“Interested from Start to Finish—” 


MISSIONARY FROM TRINIDAD: All your publications re- 
veal a fine taste, both as to the choice of matter and as to the 
way of dealing therewith. May the grace of God complete the 
work in the hearts of your devout readers. 


A Missionary from North Dakota. I cannot do without this 
beautiful booklet, that gives such noble and sublime ideas and is 
such an encouragment in the midst of trials and sorrows. 

EVANSVILLE. Allow me to congratulate you upon that splendid book: 
“Tabernacle and Purgatory”’, — it is replete with valuable reading, may it give 
to all its readers the consolation and inspiration that its pages afford me. 


PHILADELPHIA. I have never found anything in periodical Cath- 
olic literature to compare with “Tabernacle and Purgatory.” It possesses 
and imparts an unction like unto that which one finds in those writers 
whom God has selected for some special message, He wishes to convey 
through them. 

WASHINGTON, D.C. Your “Tabernacle and Purgatory” magazine is 
most thoroughly enjoyed by us and we eagerly look forward to its coming. It 
is so beautifully gotten up, and one is interested from start to finish and we 
consider it one of the best published. 

PHILADELPHIA. As soon as!I get well and Strong, I mean to work with a 
Stronger effort to get subscribers for the ‘‘Tabernacle and Purgatory,’’ for I dearly love 
that little book. You would be surprised if I told you the number of Catholic maga- 
zines I subscribe for, but dear Sisters, | would not give your magazine for any of them. 


PITTSBURGH. If I had time, dear Sisters, I would like to tell you how much 
Llove ‘“labernacle and Purgatory.’’ I have been getting it for years, and I have hadto 
give up almost all my other magazines, but I cannot give up your excellent magazine. 
It inspires one with such good and holy thoughts. 








In the Splendor of the Sacred Host. 





OMORROW, then, you Catholics will adore your ‘golden 
=| sun’ made by human hands,” said my companion, a 
young bookkeeper. It was the eve of Corpus Christi, in 
18.., and he who spoke those words, so repulsive to a 
Catholic’s ear, was Otto, my friend of twenty-one. During that 
year we both boarded at the house of a widow in a little 
Catholic town of Thuringia. 

Otto was the son of rigorous Protestant parents and had 
received a good Christian education after the manner of Protes- 
tants. He was of a very religious character, quite unlike so many 
careless Protestants, indifferent to everything that pertains to God. 
Mornings and evenings he would stand with bowed head before 
his bed, to say his prayers. He also prayed at meals. On 
Sundays, he went regularly to the Protestant church, and in 
general was sincere and faithful to everyone. In this regard he 
surpassed, sad to say, many so-called Catholics. 

As we boarded at the same place, we soon became close 
friends, and confided to each other our joys and sorrows. On 
one point only did we radically disagree, that was religion. Otto 
by no means concealed from me his conviction that we Catholics 
practiced idolatry. But one must love even the erring, he used 
to remark, and — if possible — bring them back to the right path, 
which he really tried to do in my regard at every favorable 
opportunity. The inhabitants of the little town where we lived 
were mostly zealous Catholics, and according to the beautiful 
custom, crucifixes, statues and other edifying signs of Catholic 
faith were erected throughout fields, on mountain tops, on roads 
and private dwellings. 
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Otto frequently accompanied me on walks, and whenever he 
noticed some pious people lift their hats, pray or bless themselves 
before one of these shrines, he could not refrain from saying 
sarcastically, “There you see how you Catholics practice idolatry 
before those wooden images.” 

Of course, I was not silent, and explained that we Catholics 
only venerate and by no means adore the pictures of our Lord, 
of His Blessed Mother or of the saints. One only we adore, He 
who gave His life for us on the cross. To the saints we do not 
say: “I adore thee,” but, “we beg thee to intercede for us with 
God.” Regarding the veneration of images, we honor them for 
the same reason that a child honors a picture or photo of his 
parents, relatives or friends; or just as a patriot esteems the 
pictures of the heroes of his country. 

But Otto was not willing to acknowledge such a distinction 
between adoration and veneration. His Protestant parents and 
teachers had impressed upon him too deeply the idea that we 
Catholics were idolaters. Gradually, however, he began to read 
from the well-stored library of our hostess, works by Alban Stolz, 
Janssen and P. Weiss. At first he read merely from curiosity, then 
from interest. In time his prejudices, at least regarding some 
doctrines of the Church, quite disappeared. To one thing, though, 
he could not and would not submit: the adoration of the Sacred 
Host. Who could blame him? Even for us Catholics the Blessed 
Sacrament is a Mystery of faith. 

Again the feast of Corpus Christi had come, and in this town 
as throughout the world, wherever beats the Catholic heart, all 
vied with one another to make the beautiful festival as solemn 
as possible. 


“I Saw This with My Own Eyes.” 


“Tomorrow, then,” he repeated, “you Catholics will adore 
your ‘golden sun’ made by human hands, and fall down on your 
knees before the priest who carries it around, just as did the 
ancient Persians before their idols.” 

“My friend,” I remonstrated, “who told you that we adore 
the monstrance which you call the ‘golden sun,’ and fall on our 
knees before the priest who carries it?” 

“Why, I saw this with my own eyes at the Corpus Christi 
procession in Erfurt, where everybody fell on their knees when 
the priest passed by with the ‘golden sun’. I alone remained standing 
without even removing my hat. And I tell you, tomorrow I shall 
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do the very same thing; let them fall on their knees, I shall remain 
Standing like a statue and shall beware of your idolatry.” 

“Not the monstrance and not the priest, do we adore, but 
Jesus Christ who permits Himself to be carried in the ostensorium. 
Did not our Lord institute the Blessed Sacrament at the Last 
Supper as a memorial of His passion and death, when taking 
bread in His hands, He blessed it saying: “This is my body; 
do this in commemoration of Me?” 

This started an animated dispute. Otto declared he had been 
taught that Christ said: The bread signifies His flesh when he 
who believes partakes of it. This is what Luther, the man of 
God, taught us, and this all his adherents believe. 

I explained to him the mystery of the Blessed Sacrament as 
well as I knew how, also holy Mass and Communion. Strange 
to say, he listened attentively to my explanation of these sacred 
dodtrines, still a few times he interrupted me with his former 
protest: you Catholics are wrong anyhow. 

That evening before we retired he once more strongly 
declared, “Well, you can adore your ‘sun’ tomorrow, but I assure 
you, I won’t!” When saying my night prayer, I recommended 
the poor erring soul to the mercy and goodness of God, as, in 
fact, | had been accustomed to do every evening for some time. 

The morning of Corpus Christi dawned bright and clear. 
All nature was clothed in gorgeous verdure; fragrant blossom 
and golden sunshine blended to glorify the King of heaven and 
earth who was being borne through the streets beneath the lowly 
species of bread. What a splendid celebration! What a sublime 
spectacle! Truly, every Catholic who adores Jesus in the Blessed 
Sacrament with a lively faith, must also accompany Him today 
on His triumphal procession, as a joyful and solemn testimony 
of his faith before the whole world. 


“I Shall Not Kneel Down before the Sun.” 


My friend, Otto, rose early that morning, and made the 
rounds through the festive decorated streets of the village. We 
took our breakfast in silence. After that he left, saying he was 
going out for a walk on the neighboring hills, and when the 
procession passed, he would take a view of it. “But I won’t 
kneel down before the ‘sun’” was his last declaration. I hastened 
to church to assist at the solemn high Mass and afterwards 


joined the procession. 
For three hours the procession had been under way, and we 
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were nearing the last altar of repose. Everywhere marked rev- 
erence was shown by the crowds of faithful who lined up along 
the streets. We neared the altar. Who could that be standing 
there, erect as a statue, in the midst of the kneeling throng? It 
was Otto. He had actually come here to show his repugnance 
for the homage and adoration given to the Holy Eucharist. I 
could observe him from my place in the procession. 

Now came the priest bearing the Blessed Sacrament beneath 
the canopy. Everybody fell on their knees and adored the King 
of heaven and earth. Otto alone stood motionless, although he 
had removed his hat, and gazed steadfastly at the monstrance. 

The choir sang the Lauda Sion, and soon the tinkling bells 
announced the moment of benediction. The priest turned with 
the Blessed Sacrament towards the people and with the words: 
Benediétio Dei Omnipotentis, imparted the blessing. All had 
fallen on their knees as they received the benediction. But 
where is Otto? — After the blessing I looked toward the same 
place where a few minutes before he had stood bolt upright. | 
saw him no more. Had he left? No!—There,—I could scarcely 
believe my eyes, there he is kneeling on the ground, his face 
covered with both hands, weeping. He knelt until the Blessed 
Sacrament had passed him, afterwards he arose and followed 
the procession at a distance. 

What had so suddenly happened to the young man who 
today and yesterday so strongly declared he would not adore 
the ‘sun.’ 

“When Benediction was given, I was awed by an indefinable 
feeling of the supernatural,” he afterwards related, “the ‘sun’ which 
the priest elevated dazzled me completely. I fell on my knees 
and bowed to the ground to adore the body of Jesus Christ!” 

There, I said to myself, the Lord Himself has effected a 
miracle of conversion. Otto now gave me no peace until I had 
pardoned all his former insults. He urgently requested me to 
introduce him to a Catholic priest as soon as possible, for an 
interior voice impelled him to search for the true faith, especially 
concerning the presence of Jesus in the Blessed Sarament. 

The priest to whom I took my friend soon solved his doubts, 
and after a few weeks Otto made known to me his wish of be- 
coming a Catholic. On account of his sterling character and 
excellent qualities, as soon as he was familiar with Catholic doc- 
trines and customs he was received into the bosom of Holy 
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Church, that being on the feast of the holy rosary of the same 
year. 

Great was the surprise of his Protestant parents when they 
learned of his conversion, and at first could not feel reconciled. 
Otto had informed them of his change in a letter in which he 
related the details of the Corpus Christi procession. 

This was not all. A year later he took his departure from 
the town. He bade me a hearty farewell, but did not state 
where he was going. One day the mail-carrier brought me a 
letter with a Belgian postmark. On opening it, I discovered it 
was from my old friend, Otto. He told me he had applied for 
admission to the Jesuit order at Liege, and had entered the 
novitiate. 

Years passed since that memorable Corpus Christi and our 
destinies in life separated us far apart. Otto was sent by his 
superiors as a missionary to West India, and to my knowledge, 
he still labors for the salvation of souls, in the vineyard of his 
Master. 


SeURRO 


The Great Indulgence for the Poor Souls. 





We would like to remind our kind readers of the Toties Quoties 
indulgence to be gained on All Souls’ Day. Pius X. of blessed mem- 
ory ordained that all who wear the highly indulgenced Jubilee Medal 
of St. Benedict and have received the sacraments, may gain a plenary 
indulgence as often as they visit a church or public chapel from twelve 
o’clock, noon, on All Saints’ Day until twelve o’clock, midnight, on 
All Souls’ Day. Itis required that they pray according to the inten- 
tion of the holy Father, for example, the Our Father and Hail Mary 
five times, or other prayers of about the same length. 

By a recent papal brief, this Toties Quoties indulgence has 
been extended in favor of all the faithful, even though they do not 
wear the St. Benedict Jubilee Medal. 


CSeURRO 


REMARK. — Here we wish to remark, that private revelations, according to 
the decrees of Pope Urban VIII. in the year 1634 and 1641, in so far as the 
Church has not decided upon them, claim only human credence. 


—=— 
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The Rosary, the Most Precious Prayer. 





On the feast of the holy rosary we twine into mystic garlands all the 
rosaries that have ascended to heaven throughout the year, from every 
quarter of the globe, and lay them at the feet of the glorious Queen of 
heaven. What an immense number of rosaries! The rosary is prayed 
throughout the world by entire congregations in the church or in proces- 
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sion; it is prayed by whole families at their evening devotions; it is prayed 
by the priests, by the religious of monasteries and convents, by members 
of the various confraternities, by numberless devout Christians and clients 
of Mary of every age, sex and State of life. . 

How many rosaries are prayed the world over in a single day, how 
many in a week, in a month— in a year! What wonderful veneration is 
shown to the Blessed Virgin even by one rosary! May we also have a 
special share in this vast number of prayers. Untold blessings flow from 








114 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


the devout recitation of the rosary. After the holy sacrifice of 
Mass, it the most efficacious prayer, always at our command. 

The rosary is precious, first, because the parts that compose 
it belong to the most excellent prayers. 

There is a great distinction between ecclesiastical and private 
prayer. Holy Church is the mediatrix between God and man, 
established by our Divine Savior and guided by the Holy Ghost, 
our leader on the way of salvation. Her prayers bear an official 
character, an official stamp, and are especially powerful with 
God. So strict is Holy Church regarding this difference, that she 
does not permit the priest to add or omit a single word in the 
prayers of holy Mass, of the office, or when administering the 
sacraments. 

The parts that form the prayers of the rosary are: the Creed, 
the Glory be to the Father, the Our Father, and the Hail Mary 
with the offering of the mysteries of our Savior’s life and passion. 
All these are strictly ecclesiastical prayers, in fact, of the most 
eminent of ecclesiastical prayers. 

The rosary is valuable, secondly, in virtue of the offering of 
the mysteries. 

All graces, absolutely all, flow from the infinite merits of our 
Divine Savior. From His merits alone do our prayers receive 
their value before God. On this account Holy Church concludes 
all her supplications with the words: through Jesus Christ our 
Lord. All the prayers of holy Mass, in the office, and the other 
prayers are concluded in a similar way. 

Devout meditation united with this offering of the mysteries 
gives to the rosary its true value. If we pray, “Jesus, who has 
sweat blood for us,” we see our Lord continually before us, pros- 
trate in His agony, and we petition God to hear us in virtue of 
the merits gained for us by our Divine Savior through His suffer- 
ings of that bitter hour. Thus it is with the other mysteries: “Whom 
thou hast conceived of the Holy Ghost,” etc. With the offering 
is united the devout meditation, so conducive to incite our hearts 
with love for our blessed Redeemer. 

Lastly, the rosary is precious because of Mary’s intercession. 

The offering of the infinite merits of Jesus are certainly val- 
uable in themselves and most pleasing to God if we make this 
offering with a pure and pious heart. But how pleasing to God 
must they be when we place these merits in the hands of Mary 
that she may offer them to God for us and with us, to plead for 
our necessities now and at the hour of our death. 
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From these considerations we will readily infer why the rosary 
devotion is so highly prized and loved by Pope and cardinal, 
bishops and priests, by the learned and eloquent, for with all its 
simplicity, they recognize its depth of beauty and inestimable worth. 


The Rosary a Popular Catechism. 


The prayers of the holy rosary are not only a rule of faith: 
they also contain the sum of Catholic doctrine, and embrace all 
that a Christian should believe, hope for, love and practise. The 
rosary is truly a perfect popular catechism, the best we can possibly 
conceive; for it not only teaches Christian doctrine exactly and 
completely: it illustrates it, and gives it a living form in prayer. 

It is easy to recognize the great importance of the rosary at 
the present epoch. What is the aim of the leaders of modern 
impiety? They do not pretend to conceal it. They wish to ex- 
tirpate Christian truths, Christian convictions, Christian worship, 
Christian virtue and morality, — in a word, all that is Christian, 
supernatural; they wish to destroy the kingdom of Christian light, 
and to erect on its ruins the kingdom of darkness and incredulity, 
the empire of impiety and immorality. 

Without doubt, the actual situation is full of danger, and 
we may well fear for the future of the Church in many countries; 
yet, after God, it depends on ourselves to turn all these assaults 
to the shame of our enemies. There is an apostle, there is a 
catechism, which our adversaries, despite all their frantic attempts, 
can not remove from us. As long as there are Christian parents 
who daily recite the rosary with their children in the sanctuary 
of their family, — as long as we see children showing themselves 
docile to the teachings of this prayer, the word of God can not 
be enchained. 

A time may come, sooner or later, when, in certain countries, 
Mass can not longer be celebrated, priests can not administer 
the sacraments, and public worship shall cease. Yet the Catholic 
faith shall not be destroyed by this calamity. History tells us of 
many Christian communities that have preserved the true religion 
for many ages, without priests or churches or schools. The 
faithful people baptized their children, marriage was celebrated 
in presence of two witnesses (which is permitted in case of ne- 
cessity). Thus these simple people preserved the faith, aided 
by the grace of prayer, which Christian parents taught their 
children. 


“He who believeth and is baptized,” says our Divine Savior, 








116 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


“shall be saved; and he that believeth not shall be condemned.” 

In the rosary we have a most excellent form of prayer, the 
model and ideal of all prayers, — at once a prayer of praise, of 
thanksgiving, of impetration; we have here also a teaching clear 
and intelligible, embracing the practical doctrine of Christianity. 
As long as we have the rosary — as long as we recite this prayer, 
the ideal of all prayer — as long as we understand it according 
to the spirit of the Church, and transmit this intelligence to the 
faithful, no power on earth can destroy the Catholic faith within 
us, nor the Church founded upon this same faith. Despite all 
the assaults of hell, the Catholic faith by this means shall be 
preserved in families, and, through these families, in society. 

Oh! that I could engrave in letters of light on the souls of 
all who honor Christianity these words: Love and recite devoutly 
the mo&t holy rosary; meditate upon it; read each day this golden 
book; explain it to your children and the members of your house- 
hold. In the time of persecution, you will be preachers of Chris- 
tianity, messengers of Christ, and will certainly share in the 
promise made to the apostles: “They who instruct others unto 
justice, shall one day shine like the stars of heaven.” 


SEV 
The Irish Woman’s Rosary. 


EV. Father Conway, an aged missionary who had labored 
more than thirty-five years in our Lord’s vineyard, was 





once invited to visit a noble family while preaching a 
mission in London. Much to his surprise, the missionary 
noticed that his hostess wore as a necklace, a very plain, modest 
looking rosary made of Irish wood. She asked him if he cared 
to hear its history, to which Father Conway listened with pleasure. 
First of all, the lady began, you must know that my husband’s 
family were staunch Protestants, and my ideas regarding Catholics 
were entirely false and erroneous. I had been taught that igno- 
rance and idolatry were found principally among Catholics, and 
my husband and I were always careful not to engage Catholic 
servants or tolerate any around our children. 
One day my maid entered my room in a flutter of excitement. 
“Why, madame,” she exclaimed, “just see what I have found!” 
Well, what is it? I asked. 
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“Look — one of those terrible papist idols!” With these words 
she handed me the rosary which you see here. 

Really! where did you find it? 

“At the gate. Mrs. Parr, the housekeeper says it belongs to 
an old Irish woman who comes every day to sell water-cress.” 

I took the rosary to the room where Henry, my husband, 
and his younger sister, Clara, happened to be. While we 
were examinining it, vying with one another in ridiculing the 
Roman superstition, two visitors were announced. Amidst fresh 
sneers, the rosary was now examined very carefully, and finally 
my sister-in-law proposed: “Let the old woman come in here 
tomorrow. O Betty, that would be great fun!” 

I willingly agreed, and after some hesitation, my husband 
likewise consented. The two visitors were invited to witness the 
scene from which we promised ourselves so much amusement. 
One of the servants was directed to bring the old Irish lady in 
the next day. 

We assembled at an unusually early hour the following 
morning. Henry was all taken up with the joke. As for myself 
I thought how easy it would be for us to convert this poor 
deluded creature. 

“There she is!” my husband suddenly exclaimed, and we 
rushed to the window to look at her. Soon afterwards a little 
old woman, poor, but neatly dressed, came up the great avenue 
with one of our servants. She was speaking hastily with him 
and seemed to be protesting against something. As they came 
nearer I heard her say, “I should go into that beautiful room 
with my muddy shoes? No, that won’t do. Surely, the lady can 
come out here and tell me what she wants.” 

No, no, my good woman, just come in, | called to her from 
the door; we shall do you no harm. 

She made an old-fashioned bow and said, “Do me no harm? 
Who in the world would want to do me any harm?” 

No one, certainly; I reassured her, but come in. At last I 
persuaded her to enter the house. 

My good woman, have you lost anything? I| inquired. 

“I do not know, madame. Sure, what would poor.old Marie 
Feenan have to lose ?” 

Yes, you did lose something, You lost your God! 

“Lost my God? May the good Almighty God preserve me 
from that! What do you mean?” 

Don’t be angry, Mrs. Feenan. You lost an idol, one of those 
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things that the papists adore. With these words I handed her 
the rosary. 

“Ah, it was you who found my rosary! May the good God 
reward you, madame, that’s all I can say, but | am deeply indebted 
to you.” 

Oh, please wait a minute, I said, as she turned to leave. 
Don’t you know, good woman, that it is wrong to adore idols? 

“But I don’t adore idols,” she rejoined, raising her head. “It 
was Father Mahoney — God rest his soul — who taught me how 
to pray my rosary, and who explained its meaning to me. 

I smiled a smile of pity. You ought to read your bible, you 
poor thing, rather than let yourself be tyrannized over and 
bewitched by your priests. 

By that time, the simple Irish woman had lost her bashfulness 
for she only smiled and said, “That’s certain, mam; I cannot even 
read, it is true, but about my religion, | know at least as much 
as is necessary for me.” At these words she glided the black 
beads through her fingers. 

“I know very well,” she continued, “that you are making fun 
of me. All right! I will tell you what the rosary teaches me and 
what | read in it.” 

With a loud, clear voice and glistening eyes, she commenced: 
“You see here the crucifix. Well, when | look at it, 1 think how 
Jesus died for me on Calvary; I remember His sacred wounds, 
His bitter passion, and say at the same time: Most sweet Jesus, 
preserve me from offending Thee by mortal sin. At these words 
I fervently kiss the cross. 

“Now look at this large bead and these three small ones. 
They tell me that there is one God, and in God there are three 
Persons united. You see here five more large beads along the 
rosary, and a medal which reminds me of the Blessed Sacrament 
in the tabernacle. 

We listened to here in grave silence; Clara meanwhile had 
moved closer to the old woman. 

“These five beads remind me that besides the commandments 
of God there are five precepts of the Church which I should 
keep.” And the pious woman began to recite them. Then she 
paused a moment to draw breath, and continued: 

“The rosary is composed of fifteen mysteries in honor of the 
Mother of God: the five joyful mysteries, (she mentioned them), 
the five sorrowful mysteries, and the five glorious mysteries.” 

After she had mentioned all, she said in a loud voice, “When 


























O Mary! in thee the saints glory and share their bliss. Thou art the 
hope of the pilgrim on earth. ‘Whoever desires for the cure of sickness, 


for the forgiveness of sins, for the removal of tribulation, for the peace of 


heaven, let him turn to me,’’ says the Mother of God. 
St. John Damascene. 
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I go out trying to earn my bread honestly in the world, I pray 
the joyful mysteries. If 1 had a bad day and don’t know whether 
I shall have anything to eat, then | think of the sorrowful mys- 
teries, and say to myself: Why do you worry, Marie Feenar? 
Surely some day all will be over, and God will aid you with: His 
grace. And after bravely conquering my worries, the least that 
I can do is to pray the glorious mysteries in honor of her who 
is the Mother of us all. This is the way I spend my days.” 


“Give the Woman Her Rosary.” 


“All right, we have heard enough of it now,” grumbled my 
husband; “give the woman her rosary and let her go.” 

It did not occur to any of us to comment upon the wonderful 
things we had just heard; but on my part I reflected if this could 
be the religion I had been taught to despise. 

After this occurrence, I often saw Marie, and she most willing- 
ly gave me her rosary when | asked for it. Finally, there came 
a day on which I asked Father N. to instruct me for baptism. 

After my reception into the Catholic Church I informed my 
husband of the step I had taken. Never before had I seen him 
so angry as then upon learning of my conversion. I waited and 
prayed. Some weeks later he remarked, “You can go to your 
church if it has to be; the children and | shall go to ours.” 

Time passed. One day I| took courage to ask my husband, 
“Henry, will you come to church with me today ?” 

He reflected a while, then consented to accompany me. 
Even before the end of the year, I had the inexpressible happiness 
to see my seven children and their father received into the bosom 
of the only true Church. — The lady was silent. 

“And so you have always worn the rosary of the poor old 
Irish woman?” the missionary said, after a short pause. 

Always, she replied. Frequently it happens, while I am in 
society or at evening receptions, an acquaintance views the beads 
of my rosary with the remark: “What kind of Strange jewels 
are those? Are they perhaps from India ?” 

No, not from India, I answer. 

“Are they very precious?” 

Yes, they are dear! They are worth millions! 

After thus arousing the questioner’s curiosity, I relate their 
history just as I told you. You see from this that the rosary of 
my good old Irish woman is Still effecting much good and is 
continuing its salutary apostolate. 
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The Nun’s Last Rosary. 





mPea| N her death-bed lay a young nun, pale and emaciated. 
¥| Already the death sweat gathers on her brow. She is 
motionless, except to open her weary, deep sunken eyes, 
and then a supernatural light irradiates her pallid 
countenance as she glances toward the chapel door opposite her 
bed. Like a loving mother, one of the sisters moves about the 
sick-chamber, tenderly ministering to the patient’s wants. 

The young nun is ready to die. She had come to the convent 
to learn the science of the saints, to live for God, and now she 
calmly awaits His call. Long has she been expecting the day 
of her dissolution; and her patient sufferings, her frequent reception 
of the sacraments, have admirably prepared her for the end. 
She was one of those wise virgins who kept her lamp in readiness, 
filled with the oil of love, trimmed and burning, listening for the 
Bridegroom’s knock. On entering the convent — it was but a 
few short years ago — she had said jokingly to her sorrowing 
parents: “A richer and more noble son-in-law you could never 


have desired!” 
Once more the Mother Superior hastens to bless her dying 


spiritual daughter; she has been a faithful child. The prayers 
for the dying have already been said, now all the sisters with 
the Venerable Mother kneel about the death-bed and pray the 
rosary in common. The fingers of the dying religious, though 
numb, still rigidly hold the beads of her rosary without having 
strength to move them. Her thoughts which previously wandered, 
now seem to follow the words of the sister who gives out the 
prayers. “Who received thee into heaven!” How many fragrant 
wreathes of these blossoms of devotion the dying nun herself had 
twined! The clock on the wall with its significant inscription: 
“Thus time passes to eternity,” swings its pendulum in regular 
tick, tock, motion. “Who has crowned thee Queen of heaven,” re- 
sounded the voice of the nun reciting the prayers, while the com- 
munity fervently implored that their beloved sister might be 
received into the merciful arms of God. 

The rosary is concluded, the echo of the last Amen fades 
away into silence. Gently, the Mother Superior stoops over to 
listen: the young heart has ceased to beat. — No doubt, with the 
last Hail Mary this pure soul had also received the crown of 
glory and had greeted her heavenly Mother in the realms of 
eternal light. 
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In her daily rosary devotions, the deceased religious had 
always reminded the Mother of God of her own blissful departure, 
and implored her aid for the supreme moment of death. The 
rosary had been her constant companion, her only ornament and 
her spiritual weapon, which the guardian angel now bore before 
her as a trophy of victories won. Ah, how peacefully one can 
die in the convent, but how hard and bitter is many a death-bed 


in the world. : 
Se RRO 
A Knight of Mary. 





the brave,” took part, on the 7th of October, 1571, in 

the famous battle fought under the auspices of Our Lady 

of the Holy Rosary, by which Europe was saved from the 
yoke of Islamism. As a Knight of Malta, he fought, at the 
opening of the engagement, by the side of his commander, the 
valiant Romegas. But, as the conflict became more fierce, he 
obtained permission from Don Juan of Austria, generalissimo of 
the Catholic army, to lead an assault on the enemy’s line of 
battle. After commending himself to God, and passing his 
rosary around his neck, he threw himself into a boat already 
shattered and, followed by a few brave soldiers in vessels as 
unseaworthy as his own, he started to attack the Ottoman fleet. 
Every dart seemed to be aimed directly at him, but danger only 
excited him to redoubled efforts. An arrow having pierced his 
arm, he coolly drew it out, and continued fighting, with the 
wound bleeding profusely. Amazed at the Knight's intrepidity, 
and the courage with which he faced death, the Turks declared 
that “Heaven sent guardians from out the depths of the sea to 
shield that great Christian from harm.” 

After some time the Ottoman fleet was routed. Crillon was 
preparing to give pursuit, when he was informed that Pierre 
Giustiniani, admiral of the Genoese fleet, had just been captured. 
He at once rowed off in the direction that was indicated to him, 
attacked the galleys of the infidels, delivered the admiral, and 
set fire to the flag-ship of the Ottoman fleet. Everyone of his 
companions had been killed, but victory was won, and the enemy 
put to ignominious rout. 

Covered with blood, Crillon presented himself to Don Juan 
to relate his exploits. The latter at once sent him to Pius V., 


RILLON, whom Henry IV. of England styled “bravest of 
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with the Christian banner riddled with bullets and black with 
powder, ordering him to describe to his Holiness the events of 
that ever-memorable day. The Pope pressed him to his heart 
and loaded him with dignities. The King of France, Henry IIl., 
also embraced him in presence of his assembled court. But 
Crillon, as modest as he was brave, bore his honors with the 
greatest humility, declaring that the glory was due to the Queen 


of the Holy Rosary. 
SqYRRO 


A Remarkable Prophecy with Regard to the 
Approaching End of the World. 
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T present, papers and periodicals contain many 
conjectures in reference to the approaching end 
of the world. Nor is it surprising, for the terrible 
World War now upon us was predicted by our 
Lord to signify the beginning of the approaching 
end of this visible world. This sign: the World 

War in which “nation shall rise against nation,” has become 

manifest. “Now all these are the beginning of sorrows” (Matt. 

xxiv. 7, 8). Apparently, the Church has entered upon its last 

great epoch. However, the duration of this epoch is unknown 

to mortal man; for not even the angels of heaven know the day 
nor the hour when the Lord shall come to judge the world. 

We shall here quote a prophecy regarding the end of the 
world, which is most remarkable. It was made by a saintly re- 
ligious who lived during the time of the French revolution. The 
writings of this privileged nun possess very weighty recommen- 
dations, as we shall see from the following. 

Johanna Royer, of whom we speak, was a lay-sister who 
died in France about one hundred years ago, in the odor of 
great sanctity. From earliest childhood, in fact, from her third 
year, this person was enlightened by celestial apparitions. In 
obedience to her ecclesiastical superiors, she put a number of 
these heavenly communications into writing. After the French 
revolution these were published in book form, and in a short 
time passed through three editions. 

More than six bishops of England and France, twenty vicar- 
generals, twelve doctors of divinity and professors of theology of 
various universities, and renowned ecclesiastical writers carefully 
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examined this work before it was published. Without exception, 
all pronounced it very conducive for promoting the salvation of 
souls. With ecclesiastical approbation, the writings of the saintly 
Sister Johanna were translated into German and published in 
1865 by the Rev. W. Hartmann of Kallmerode. This book, 
probably the only copy of the work in the United States, was re- 
cently sent to us for a short time for inspection. 

From this interesting volume we quote the following striking 
revelation regarding the approaching end of the world. As we 
surmise that many of our readers will be grateful for it, we do 
not hesitate to publish this interesting revelation. Our readers, 
however, are at liberty to form their own opinion in its regard, 
as Holy Church forms no decision in such matters. 

The religious writes: “In spirit | found myself transported to 
an extensive plain strewn with dead bodies. Christ appeared to 
me and showed me a beautiful sun suspended above the horizon 
and said: ‘The form of this world passes away, the day of my 
last coming is hastening hither. With the setting of the sun, the 
day declines, and night approaches. All centuries are before Me 
like a day; measure the future duration of the world, therefore, 
by the space the sun must Still travel.’ I looked carefully at the 
sun and noticed that it would require not more than about two 
hours for it to set. I also observed that the cycle along which 
it passed, was that which divided the long and short days of the 
year, — the equinodctial. 

“I observed that Jesus Christ did not seem opposed to my 
desire, nay, He even inspired me to inquire further about this 
Strangé apparition. Therefore I asked whether the day of which 
He spoke were to be reckoned from midnight to midnight, or 
from dawn to twilight, or from sunrise to sunset? To this He 
replied: ‘My child, the laborer works only as long as the sun is 
above the horizon, that is, when it has risen, for night puts an 
end to all his toil. Woe to him who labors in darkness and does 
not profit by the Sun of justice that rises for him! From sunrise, 
therefore, My daughter, till sunset must the length of the day be 
calculated. Do not overlook the fact that the world cannot 
promise itself a thousand years more; it will exist only in centuries, 
and that in the smaller number, — less than five hundred years.’ 
I recognized in His divine will that He did not wish to give the 
exact information regarding this number, so | did not dare to 
ask any further. It sufficed me to know that the peace of the 
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Church and the good discipline would last yet for quite a time. * 

“Without referring to what holy Scripture tells us regarding 
the signs which shall precede the general judgment, I see by 
divine enlightenment, that long before the coming of the anti- 
Christ, the world will be afflicted with bloody wars. Peoples 
shall rise against peoples, nations against nations; the latter, now 
allied, now separated, will fight for and against the same party; 
armies will clash with terrible force and fill the earth with pools 
of blood. In these violent wars, the rights of Holy Church will be 
grossly ignored, thereby causing untold evils, monstrous sacrileges, 
desecrations and scandal. Great sorrow will be brought upon 
the Church. Besides, I see that vast territories will be vehemently 
shaken by terrific earthquakes. I see mountains split asunder 
and precipitate themselves with tremendous roars into the abyss, 
so that the surrounding country will be horror-stricken. Fortunate, 
indeed, is he who shall escape the fright with his life. 

“Moreover, I see pour forth from the mountains that split 
asunder, a whirlwind of flames, pillars of smoke and sulphur 
mixed with pitch, laying whole cities in ashes. All these and a 
thousand other frightful visitations must precede the coming of 
the man of sin. 

“The nearer the end of the world approaches, the more 
shall the number of the children of iniquity increase; on the 
contrary the number of the predestined will notably diminish. 
This decrease will, as our Lord revealed to me, take place in a 
three-fold manner. In the first place God will take a multitude 
of the elect to Himself by death, to preserve them from the 
awful scourges that will fall upon His Church; many will die 
martyrs, whereby the ranks of the children of God will grow 
thinner in a marked degree. Those who are spared from the 
sword of persecution will be strengthened in their faith. Finally, 
many will renounce Jesus Christ and join His enemies, who will 
attack the mysteries and important truths of religion.” 


* REMARK AND EXPLANATION. According to the above revelation, 
the day of which Christ speaks is the time in which the Sun of just:ce, Christ, is 
shining. On account of the equal length of day and night, the day must be 
calculated as having twelve hours. Ten hours had already passed. As the exact 
time when the vision occurred cannot be determined, we can only conjecture. 
Suppose the vision took place in 1760 when the religious was twenty-nine years 
of age. If the ten hours that had already passed equalled 1760 years, one hour 
would equal 176 years, two hours, 352. If these 352 years are added to 1760, 
and the above supposition and calculation be corre¢t, it would bring the end of the 
world to about a hundred years after the year 2000. It is singular that of all the 
prophesies known at present, regarding the end of the world, none seem to extend 
far beyond the 2000 mark. 
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Sister Teresa Aids a Wounded Soldier on the 
Field of Battle. 





HE Little Flower of Jesus” — this is the name given by the 
English-speaking world to the servant of God, Sr. Teresa 
of the Infant Jesus, who died in the odor of sanctity, 
September 30, 1897. At the age of fifteen she entered 
the Carmelite Convent of Lisieux, France, where she spent nine 
years and a half in the practice of every virtue. The cause of 
her beatification is rapidly progressing. 

Sr. Teresa distinguished herself chiefly by her burning love 
for God and her wonderful trust in His mercy. Her confidence 
in Him was indeed without measure. “Even now I know it,” she 
declared, “all my hopes will be fulfilled ... Yes, our Lord will work 
wonders for me that will infinitely surpass my boundless desires.” 

“After my death I will let fall a shower of roses,” she said 
toward the evening of her life. These “roses” have truly fallen 
in profusion, for since her holy death countless graces have been 
attributed to her intercession. The details of the following favor 
will doubtless interest many, and inspire other souls to invoke 
her who promised: “I shall spend my heaven in doing good 
upon earth!” 

The soldier, Roger L. — of the 224th Infantry Regiment, 
twenty-nine years of age, married, and father of two little children, 
went to war with a boundless confidence in Sister Teresa of the 
Child Jesus, whom he invoked more than twenty times a day. He 
always carried a relic and a picture of her with him. 

It was on the 17th of Sept. — near Rheims, about five o’clock 
in the afternoon, that he was in a battle in which the shrapnels 
actually rained down. Six of the projectiles wounded him, sever- 
ing several veins in his throat and injuring him on the head, the 
face, the thigh, and cutting a deep wound in his foot. The 
suffering man fell, utterly unconscious. When evening came on 
its coolness brought him to his senses, and he found himself 
lying in a pool of blood which had flowed from his wounds. He 
was in a state of extreme exhaustion, and called out: “My Sister 
Teresa, come to my aid!” 

The next moment he saw standing beside him the sympa- 
thetic little saint. In one hand she held a crucifix, and with the 
other she clasped the hand of the dying man, helped him to his 
feet, smiled at him and disappeared. At that same moment 
(which the soldier will never forget) he was completely changed. 
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Immediately the blood ceased to flow, as if a heavenly hand 
had bandaged his wounds, and without feeling the least pain, he 
repaired to a field-hospital which was about forty meters distant. 

Entirely cured, the fortunate soldier came to Lisieux with 
his wife on the 4th of February, 1915, to tender at the tomb 
of Sister Teresa his thanks, as he had promised. From this 
place, he went to the Carmel and the Mother Prioress, accom- 
panied by another sister, listened to the above narrative. “I 
have told you all as well as I possibly could, what happened to 
me,” he said, “and even now it is as if my heart would break 
when I think of it.” 

“Will you return to the battlefield, now that you are cured?” 
the Mother Prioress asked. 

“Yes, indeed, my Sister, very soon; and I assure you I do 
so without fear, for Sister Teresa has helped me once and will 
protect me again.” 

(A priest well-known to the Carmel, and many others, vouch 
for the soldier’s trustworthiness. ) 


Sel 
Fourth Liberty Loan. 





The treasury department of Washington has assigned three 
weeks for the campaign of the fourth liberty loan, instead of 
four weeks as in the preceding drives. It is expected that by 
shortening the term, Sept. 28th to Oct. 19th, the interest mani- 
fested in the fourth liberty loan will be all the more active. 

Archbishop John N. Glennon of St. Louis, has appointed a 
committee of three priests to serve in promoting the Fourth 
Liberty Loan in his archdiocese. His Grace will likely give 
the committee a letter to be read in the services of the various 
churches and will advise and stand with them in any needed effort 
to support the Government. This shows how the Church will 
get behind the loan in a practical way to make it a success. 

It may be justly said that the Catholic Church is the most 
loyal supporter of the state. This is especially true in time of 
war. The Church gives her best: splendid sons, strong, pure, 
healthy, obedient youths upon whom the state may rely at all 
times and under all circumstances. The Catholic Church has 
more sons of this kind than any other denomination. Why? 
Because Catholics have large and morally good families. The 
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Church recognizes the civil government as ordained by God, for 
this reason she supports it as much as lies in her power. With 
Catholics, patriotism is not a mere sentiment — it is a sacred 
duty. True, the abundance of this world’s goods are not in the 
hands of Catholics, but they make their sacrifice honorably and 
willingly and render aid to the state with a noble and generous 
heart. This they do from religious motives, as the Catholic 
soldier also gives everything for his country: his strength, his 
youth, yes, even his life, and all from a higher motive, to fulfill 
God’s holy will. 

All that the Catholic soldier wants, is that in case of emergency, 
he be in the state of grace. For this reason he desires that the 
priest may not be wanting to administer the sacraments of con- 
fession and Holy Communion. Strengthened by the reception 
of these sacraments, he willingly lays the sacrifice of his young 
life upon the altar of his country. 

NURSES. The Catholic National War Council desires it to’ 
be made known that the U. S. army and navy request 37,500 
registered trained nurses by July 1919, for the care of wounded 
and sick soldiers and sailors. Unmarried women between the 
ages of 21 and 35 years are desired. Applications are to be 
made at the nearest recruiting office. 


IMPORTANT NOTICE. 


We must warn our kind readers not to send money in coins 
or bills placed loose in letters, as it is altogether unsafe. Whenever 
possible, send remittance by Post Office Money Order, Check or 
Draft. These should be made payable to Mother M. John. 

All letters concerning subscription, Association of Perpetual 
Adoration, or orders for books, pictures, rosaries, etc. should be 
addressed : 


Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Mo. 
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Extra Fine Rolled Gold Chain Rosaries 


No. ror Small beads, cross in Roman Gold Finish $1.35 
No. 102 Large beads, cross in Bright Gold Finish 2.50 
No. 101 and 102 can be had in various colors. 


No. 103. Beautiful oblong Jet beads with tastefully carved 
cross in Roman Gold Finish 3.00 


No. 104 For Festive Occasions. — Beads of perfect imitation 
pearl. Each bead reinforced by acap to insure du- 
rability. A crucifix 234 inches in length embellished 
by beautiful chased relief work, the cross itself 
being made of clear. pearl to harmonize with beads. 
A handsome gift, not only for brides and young 
ladies, but also an appropriate remembrance fora 
mother’s silver or golden jubilee 6.00 


Cocoa Rosaries on Steel Chain 


No. 20 Small rosary, 15 inches in length, something for 

young men and boys 0.35 
No. 21 Oval beads, rosary 18 inches in length, strong chain 0.40 
No. 22 Small oval beads, rosary 18 inches in length, link 


chain, 2 inch cross 0.50 
No. 22 Large oval beads, rosary 20 inches in length, strong 

link chain, 1) inch cross 0.50 
No. 23 Medium size beads, chain between each, rosary 22% 

inches in length, 158 inch cross 0.60 
No. 23. Large oval beads on fine link chain, rosary 20 inches 

in length, 2 inch cross 0.60 


When remittance accompanies the order, rosaries will be blessed with the 
Dominican, Crosier, and Papal indulgences, and leaflet of explanation will be sent. 


Crucifixes 
4 inch Nickel Bound Mission Cross $0. 40 
9/2 inch Artistic Standing Crucifix, metal, Roman Gold Finish, 
something of surpassing beauty and durability 2.2% 


Scapular Lockets 


No. 63 On gold-filled chain $2.50— No. 64 On gold-filledchain 3.00 
No. 65 Army Locket, not on chain, with U. S. emblem, some- 
thing for men, especially for soldiers 1.50 
No. 66 Not on chain, plain or engraved 2.25 
Each locket contains scapular medal and place for picture. 


No. 95 Scapular medallions with rolled-gold-plated rim. — 
This tasty little medal or medallion must be seen to be 


appreciated, may be attached to chain or pin 0.25 
No. 96 Gilt Scapular Medal 0.25 
No. 97 Aluminum Scapular Medals — 4 for 0.25 
St. Benedict Jubilee Medal. Heavily gold plated, % in. in 

diameter, guaranteed for 20 years 1.25 


REMARK : Jubilee medals are struck only at MONTECASSINO, ITALY. 
There are imitations of this medal circulated in our country, which however, 
can not be enriched with the blessing of the GENUINE Jubilee Medal. 


Articles here listed sent postpaid. 
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Short but Good 


A practical Catholic manifests his zeal for souls by giving 
good example; a zealous Catholic by circulating instructive and 
edifying literature. In our time truth and whatever fosters piety 
must be presented in clear, concise language, that the mass of 
common people and the scores of busy people may read with bene- 
fit and with pleasure. 


Read the excellent assortment of booklets listed below. Writ- 
ten in a clear, forcible style, these pamphlets breathe a spirit of 
piety which cannot fail to incite the heart to virtue, and effect an 
immeasurable amount of good. 


Per copy 10 cents; 100 copies $8.00. 


Go to Joseph, the Foster-father of Jesus. 


Per copy 5 cents; 100 copies $4.00. 
Words of Consolation for the Sick and Afflicted. 
Communion Devotions in Union with Mary. 
Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus. 
Prayer, the Great Means of Grace. 
Indulgenced Prayers and Aspirations. 
Magnificence of the Love of God. 
All for Thee, 0 Heart of Jesus! 
Conformity to the Will of God. 
Devotions to St. Joseph. 


2 copies 5 cents; 100 copies $2.00. 


Communicate Frequently and Devoutly. 
True Veneration of the Sacred Heart. 
Devotion to the Mother of Sorrows. 
Assist the Souls in Purgatory. 

The Fountain of Grace. 

Devotion to Mary. 


‘3 copies 5 cents; 100 copies $1.50. 
Devotion to the Most Holy Trinity. 
Devotion to the Precious Blood. 
Message of the Sacred Heart. 

Holy Water in the Christian Home. 
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